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	1. Grave Robber

**Merripit House: The Dark Daiyokai**

**Grave Robber**

The blade cut the flesh of the earth. With an exhausted heave, a woman with her long blonde hair pulled back in a sweat-slickened ponytail, lifted a shovel with its pound of dirt over her shoulder, adding to the pile behind her. She rested the shovel on the floor of her hole, wiped the glistening moisture off her forehead which left a streak of dirt from her filthy gloves, and caught her breath for a moment. Then she stabbed the soil once more and jumped on top of the shovel, cutting a bit deeper into the ground, but frustratingly not as deep as she would have liked. While not exactly petite at 5' 4", the woman didn't have near enough fat on her bones to make a significant dent in her project.

Months of running and digging and unearthing aged manuscripts and balancing conflicts and calling home to lie and say everything is fine can do that to a person's body.

"_Had_ to be Japan," she grumbled as she cut another scoop of soil. "_Had_ to be a graveyard." She threw another pound of earth next to the displaced gravestone. "_Had_ to be in summer." She smacked her neck, killing yet another mosquito. "_Had_ to be freaking Fukushima." Despite the city recovering from the nuclear meltdown in 2011, the idea of digging around in a place that had once been filled with radioactive material left a bad taste in her mouth.

With a thud, the shovel hit something considerably harder than packed down dirt. Furiously working, the woman scraped off the layer of dirt covering a long cement slab. When the shovel became too unwieldy, she fell to her knees to brush the slab clean with her hands. English words in a Japanese graveyard engraved in the cement soon revealed themselves to her fingers.

_To: Jenny Harkness, year 2012 AD (or thereabouts)_

The woman laughed at the greeting through time, more from relief than joy. "Hello Jackie," she said. "It's good to hear from you. I'm about six years late, though. I hope you don't mind."

Jenny threw the shovel out of her grave-sized hole and grabbed a pickaxe. If she were an archeologist, perhaps she would have found a way to preserve the specimen of anachronistic cement and evidence of written English in early Feudal Japan. But, no, she was not an archeologist. Without a breath of hesitation, she swung the instrument over her head and into the slab beneath her feet.

In quick rhythm, she pounded the pickaxe into the ground.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Slowly, the aged cement chipped away. The pickaxe dug through the material that had held together for centuries, breaking it into little flakes until it broke through the outer layer. With a small hole in the cement, she was able to break the cement even further until she'd opened a cavity large enough to fit both her hands.

Abandoning the pickaxe, Jenny fell to her knees and pointed her headlamp into the hole while brushing away the dirt and debris. Despite the stream of light breaking through the darkness, the space inside remained obscured in shadows. She slipped her hands through the hole, hoping the cement tomb's contents hadn't rotted over the last few hundred years or so.

When her fingers took hold of something solid and dry, a smile crept onto her face. "Finally."

From the cavity, she pulled out a flat rectangular box made of cedar wood. It still had a fresh heady smell to it as it escaped from its underground cell. When shaken, something soft rattled around inside it. Jenny grabbed a backpack sitting outside the grave-sized hole she'd made, and stuffed it in.

Reaching in again, she found something long like a flattened cylinder, wrapped on one end with cords. Below a disk-like protrusion, the cylinder felt cold and made of a rich, hardened and lacquered wood. With a pit of maneuvering, Jenny slid out a katana. She couldn't see much detail in the harsh light from her headlamp, but from the weight and the detail on the tsuba, she could tell it had great value in an ancient day, and more than likely, in contemporary markets as well.

Taking the hilt in one hand and the sheath in the other, Jenny exposed the top part of the blade to open air for the first time in centuries. Despite its poor storage, the blade still shone brightly without a speck of rust or damage. No doubt it would be as sharp as the day it was forged, she supposed. A thrill ran through her body at the sight of the blade, a thrill she couldn't quite explain. Something about this sword held more than meaning, but her mind couldn't quite find the word to describe this rush and almost spiritual tingle in the back of her head.

This she added to her backpack's load before her brain could wax more eloquent.

One last search through the cement tomb produced nothing else but scraped fingers on the sharp remains of the box, so climbing out of the pit, Jenny took her backpack with its valuables safely stuffed inside and began to run.

* * *

><p>Thud thud thud.<p>

Cracking open his eyes, Sesshomaru idly wondered why his heart had decided to come alive and beat like he'd found himself in the middle of an ambush. Something must have given his body and unconscious mind cause for a sudden anxiety. Then he wondered how long he had slept. Dragging open his heavy eyelids, he came to the conclusion that however long it had been, he had been asleep long enough.

Bones creaked as he moved his limbs. As he sat up, he brushed a heavy layer of dirt and dust off his clothes. With some level of disgust, he realized he had cobwebs all through his hair and the fur pelt over his shoulder. Thankfully in the dark, he couldn't see the poor state of his attire. All he had to focus on was crawling out of the cave and forcing his arms and legs to bend and pull and bear weight. A deep, dull pain radiated from his chest throughout his body, something he might have described as an ache.

Ache. What a disgustingly _human_ thing to feel.

The cave ran deeper and lower than he remembered, forcing him to stoop embarrassingly low. But perhaps in his need to rest, he hadn't made note of its actual length. It had been a long week of battle after all.

He recalled leaning on Bakusaiga, perhaps a little more than he intended. Blood seeped through his kimono, staining most of it red. But that could hardly compare to the carnage surrounding him. In a field in Fukushima, bodies lay heaped upon the earth. Bodies of yokai, humans, and the unwitting animal steeds that had born the thousands of warriors into battle. Torn flesh, shattered bones and twisted, mangled bodies had been thrown as far as his sharp eyes could see. The setting sun added a splash of crimson to an already gore filled earth.

A woman in a black kimono splashed with silver flowers and tied with a white obi, who wore crow's feathers in her black tresses, shrieked at him the moment his final enemy fell. Almost like it had been yesterday, he could still hear her screaming for her son that Sesshomaru had sealed away in the Underworld. "Do not think you have nothing left that I can take!"

Izanami, he called her. He didn't know if she was _the_ Izanami, mother of the Underworld, but she acted like it nonetheless. Mother of Daiichi, the Destroyer of Life, self-proclaimed enemy of Lord Sesshomaru and nearly the downfall of civilization if it hadn't been for his intervention.

After digging graves for the few he would call friends — Ah-un, the first and noblest to fall; Jaken, loyal to a fault; Kohaku, dependable, brave and clever; and InuYasha — he did not see how he had anyone else to lose to Izanami's wrath. Burying their bodies hurt his soul more than he wanted to admit. When he found no trace of InuYasha's body, or even of Tessaiga, in the rubble of Daiichi's fiercest blast of demonic power, Sesshomaru mourned more than he thought possible for that insufferable hanyou that shared his father's blood.

The battle and grave digging and slashing Izanami asunder with the decomposing blast of Bakusaiga, took nearly every last ounce of energy out of the daiyokai. For the first time in his life, he understood what exhaustion must feel like to a human. So when he had come across this cave, sleep sounded delicious.

Sesshomaru squinted at the light that seeped through the mountainside as he emerged from his cavern. From its bluish hue, he could tell it was the moon that illuminated the mouth of the cave. Its faint light practically blinded him for a few long minutes. From the state of the foliage and the hot night air, it appeared that he had slept until late summer. He wondered if he really could have slept for an entire half a year.

Taking in every scent and sound of the forest, Sesshomaru took time to adjust himself to his surroundings. Birds, vermin, and other prey wandered through the forest, although in a significantly lower degree than he remembered. The explanation came from the sounds of human voices, machines and other strange, unexplainable noises that reached far deeper through the edges of the forest than they used to. This place used to be a haven from humankind. It seems their reach spread even this far now, and in such a short amount of time.

What he did not smell was yokai. Not a touch of youki energy anywhere in the air. The only hint of it was his own. But considering the damage his last battle had wreaked, perhaps he was the cause, he thought. No yokai dare enter these parts of the land ever again after what happened with Daiichi.

As he followed a deer's path through the trees, Sesshomaru could feel something else touching his senses. An energy he'd felt few times before. He carried that energy with him at his side in the form of Tenseiga. And when his half-brother fought, he could feel it in Tessaiga's attacks.

Did the Inu no Taisho have a third sword forged?

The thought made him curious, leading to a fierce hunger in his mind that had to be satisfied. Gathering up what strength he had, he took off into the night sky, flying just over the treetops to avoid being seen. What had once been something that came as naturally as walking, flying took a bit more concentration than he liked.

Perhaps this is what 'groggy' felt like.

Aiming for the source of the energy, Sesshomaru effortlessly breezed past the landscape, noting in the back of his mind that he seemed to be heading back to the battlefield where he had made his last stand against Daiichi.

As he left the forest, he kept to the higher skies, blending in with the clouds. But they were not too thick to see the phenomenal changes made to the landscape below. The humans had not only created new paths made of black stone and trimmed the vegetation down to its barest roots, but the latest inhabitants had brought strange contraptions to assert their dominance over the earth. Rounded metal and glass boxes raced across the pathways and roads in orderly lines, all of them illuminated by lights that had to be artificial. The buildings, annoyingly numerous as always, had exploded in size, frequency and density.

But what humans did or didn't do mattered little to the daiyokai moving faster than any of the inventions of men below him. All he needed was to find the source of the burst of energy.

Before long, he came across a small grassy meadow with blades that hadn't been cut short to expose the carved stones laid in the ground for many a season. He recognized the place at once, even before he saw the one hundred, perhaps 150 stone pillars and slabs with detailed carvings marking the final resting places of a few generations of a small human village. Deep in the back of the overgrown graveyard, with a metal fence running around most of the lot and trees filling in the missing gap, Sesshomaru knelt at four forgotten, handmade stones.

To his dismay, Sesshomaru found that all had been left unmolested save one. The stone marking where his brother would have rested had been dug up and shoved aside. An abandoned shovel laid at the edge of a hole big enough to fit the body of a human. At the base, a broken up, hollow box laid empty and abandoned.

Anger rising in his throat, Sesshomaru searched for every last sign of what heathen could have desecrated his family's grave. An abundance of human sweat, a drop or two of blood, traces of leather, ink and cotton. These scents mingled together created an image of a human woman — yes, this thief was female — that seared itself into his mind.

A sharp leap into the air, and the hunt was on.

* * *

><p>The backpack clunked as Jenny tossed it onto the chunk of batting, fiber and springs masquerading as a hotel bed. As much as she wanted to dig into its contents immediately after her drive from Fukushima to Tokyo, she needed clean hands first. Peeling off her sweat-stricken tank top and khaki capris, she dropped every stitch of her clothing on the floor of the cramped bathroom and began scrubbing her skin clean of the dirt she had collected that night. Gray filth ran down in a torrid stream toward the drain of the bathtub.<p>

While concentrating on getting clean enough to think properly, Jenny could hear a change in the wind, like something angry had electrified the sky. By the time she'd finished her rapid shower and gotten dressed in a clean pair of jeans and t-shirt (the knock-off TARDIS on a baby blue background she'd found in a market in Tokyo seemed to speak to her), a lightning storm had descended over the hotel. Even when the bolts struck down hard and fast, growing closer to her building, her focus remained on the contents of the bag taking a better rest than she had in the last several years.

After brushing out the matted tangles from her hair, Jenny hopped up on the bed and folded her legs under her. "Let's see what you've got for me today," she said as she slid the cedar box out of the bag.

Now that she had a proper source of light, the details of the box came out clearly. Namely that the box had no details to speak of. It had the normal sandy, tan and rose colorings of normal cedar wood, but not a hint of water damage, scuffs, or even dirt that could have seeped into the grain. Running her hand along the top, it felt like someone had sanded it the day before. Hints of sawdust came off on her fingers.

The sides nearly had no seams to them. Along one edge, a long rectangle fit in between four walls, but no nails or glue held it together. Yet when she jammed the edge of a pocketknife into the seam, the wood refused to budge. She pressed harder and harder until the knife flew out of her grasp, nearly slicing the fingers on her left hand as the blade left her control.

The blade left no scratch.

"What the heck?" Jenny remarked at the perfectly unremarkable box. "How am I supposed to open you?"

Her eyes fell upon the sword poking out through the backpack. The whole idea of wielding a sword to slice open a box looked as ridiculous in her head as it probably would in real life. But at least the weapon could bear examining. Pulling it out of the backpack, Jenny absorbed every detail of katana, from the red wrappings around a black hilt and tsuba, to the smooth cordovan lacquer on the sheath. With a bit of amusement, she noted that the sword's primary colors, red and black, were the same that her little sister used to wear.

"Why on earth would you leave me a sword, Jackie?"

She'd studied Japanese before beginning this strange mission in Southern Japan, but the kanji engraved at the top of the scabbard escaped the reach of her lessons. So she climbed off the bed with the sword in hand to grab a Japanese-to-English dictionary from her suitcase sitting at the foot of the bed.

"Ketsugō-kiba," she said after some searching through the dictionary. "Binding Fang. That must be your name. No offense, but it's an odd one."

Suddenly, in the midst of another crack of thunder, the flimsy door of Jenny's hotel room burst open in a flurry of wood splinters. Jenny instinctively reacted to the cacophony by grabbing the handgun off her nightstand and pointing it at the danger.

A tall, massive figure half hidden by shadows stood in her doorway. A green glow came from a katana held in his right hand. He took one step into the room, moving silently despite the weight of the black lotus petal armor around his torso, steel spiked pauldron over his left shoulder and white and red traditional Japanese clothes. Jenny blinked hard a few times to ensure she wasn't imagining this out-of-place intruder. Amber eyes bored into hers, daring her to use the weapon in her hand.

Most tourists in a foreign-speaking land learn phrases like, "Where is the bathroom?" and "Which way is the train station?" Jenny immediately whipped out the first Japanese phrase she'd made sure to learn: "Nokosu ka, watashi wa uchimasu zo." Leave or I'll shoot.

Pointing a finger that looked as sharp as a tiger's claw, the man began to speak in a calm, but sharp, voice. "Haka dorobo."

Grave robber.

His lips pulled back into a snarl of disgust, revealing sharp fangs. He could probably hear her blood racing with adrenaline, betraying her fear even as she clenched her jaw, forced her arm to keep her aim steady and refused to blink as they shared a glare in order to give the impression of dominance. "_Despite what you think you see, I am no thief,_" she replied in his language. (Rosetta Stone proved good for something.)

The intruder raised his sword, pointing it in her direction, making his intentions quite clear. "_You desecrated the grave of a brave warrior to steal a sword. Why?_"

Remembering the trouble even getting this katana she held in her left hand, Jenny clutched it closer to her body while refocusing her aim at the intruder's armored chest. More worrisome to her was the fact that he stood closer to the cedar box on the bed than she did. "_That's something I can't explain to you._"

"_Nonetheless, you will give me that sword. It belonged to my father, and as his heir, it belongs to me._"

"Yeah, no." Jenny fired three shots as fast as her finger could squeeze the trigger. The first bullet hit him in the chest, forcing him to bend backward, but then he moved. All she could see was a blur, the figure going to her left, then a flash of green glowing steel almost right at her face. A second later, her trigger finger pulled empty space as the pieces of her gun fell apart in her hand.

"_I do not enjoy killing foes as weak as humans_," he said, raising his sword again. "_They are too easy to dispose of._"

In true cowardly fashion, Jenny resorted to the other weapon in her hand to defend herself. As the intruder's katana sliced through the air, she took the sword in both hands and held it up to stop his blow. She braced herself to feel a bone shattering impact of sword on scabbard.

But it never came.

A translucent red sphere suddenly encapsulated her, bouncing his attack back at him and throwing him backwards a few steps. She could feel a hum of energy from the sword through her fingers, letting her know exactly what had created the shield.

Jenny could read the confusion in the man's face. Although he had distinctly non-human features — the magenta marks on his cheeks, a crescent moon on his forehead, pointed ears and unnaturally long silver-white hair being among them — anger and frustration had universal use amongst Earth's inhabitants. He glared at her with eyes that could have struck her down that instant if he hadn't been more focused on the sword that gave her protection.

"_Do not think you have some sort of advantage, woman,_" the inhuman man snarled. His sword seemed to spark and grow in power the angrier he became. "_I can break through any barrier._"

This time when the blow came, Jenny refrained from flinching when his katana came down on her. Again, a red sphere forced the sword and its wielder backwards hard enough to send him flying into the destroyed doorway. "_This seems like an advantage to me,_" Jenny replied.

If she thought that the intruder couldn't look any more intimidating, her egging him on only drew out more of a beast-like fierceness. She hoped her eyes were playing tricks on her, but as he drew himself back up to his feet, his eyes began to turn red, his bared teeth became sharpened, and the fur pelt over his shoulder seemed to raise like the bristles of fur on a dog's back when he's backed into a corner. "_Surrender now before I rip your throat out!_"

"_Over my dead body._" Taking the sword by the hilt and holding it the same way she would a softball bat, Jenny swung the sheathed katana at the intruder with all the force she could summon.

A flash of red energy shot him straight through the remains of the doorway, over the outside railing and into the parking lot a story below.


	2. Tokyo Tourist

**Merripit House: The Dark Daiyokai**

**Tokyo Tourist**

By the time Sesshomaru managed to pull himself together and leap back into the thief's living quarters, she had vanished, taking the sword and all her belongings with her, right down to the cedar box that smelled of graveyard soil. The woman couldn't have known that surrounding herself with thousands upon thousands of other humans would make finding her nigh unto impossible. And yet as he tried to narrow down the yellow-haired woman's scent, he had no choice but to conclude that she'd unwittingly outsmarted him. And bruised his dignity far more than her tiny hand cannon had bruised his chest. Hours later, his chest still hurt from the slug of metal he'd picked out of the folds of his kimono.

Perhaps these metal horseless covered carts had sealed her up and transported her away. Or, more likely, the Inu no Taisho's sword was protecting her from him. This wouldn't be the first time his father had created a sword to protect a human woman.

With dawn breaking over the mountaintops, the extent of the humans' influence on the land showed in stark contrast against the green of the Earth. From his perch in the top of an aged pine tree, Sesshomaru observed the gray and black spread of buildings with odd angular shapes rising far higher than the surrounding trees, metal snakes darting around the countryside, a distasteful layer of soot that smelled like garbage hanging over the city, artificial giant birds roaring through the sky and vast expanses of nothingness. Humans enjoyed creating and building — this was evident by the miles and miles of buildings — but also liked to remove and erase. The sounds of wildlife had dampened considerably since the last time he was awake. And the longer he searched idly for signs of yokai — sound, scent, aura — the more isolated he felt.

Sesshomaru felt no desire whatsoever to get accustomed to this new world he'd awoken in. But the longer he observed their overwhelming reach, the more he feared that he would have no choice.

The idea of the land possessing no potential subjects to rule disturbed the daiyokai greatly. But then he remembered the decimation of his army and kingdom under his leadership. Blood and bone as far as the eye could see. Suddenly being alone felt … right. Deserved.

How long had he slept? The thought needed a better answer than long enough. Humans couldn't have become so powerful in a short period of time. Taking to the sky, Sesshomaru lazily glided southward amongst the clouds. From that high in the air, the landscape's shape still looked like he remembered. Humans could send the metal snakes around and over and through the mountains, but they couldn't grind them down flat or reroute the rivers that cut through their cities. So he followed familiar paths in an attempt to find remnants of yesterday.

To his astonishment and gratitude, there was a certain forest that the humans had seen fit to leave mostly untouched. Sesshomaru could smell a lingering trace of humans that had passed through as he landed on the forest floor. According to his sharp senses, though, he had his privacy.

Within minutes, after passing through trees that had grown massive in girth and height, Sesshomaru found the magnolia tree that had lived and seen the passing of many more years and ages than he could comprehend. He placed a hand on the trunk where a pair of human lovers had carved evidence of their commitment into the bark. Under his fingers, a warmth bled through the aged wood. A warmth of life and ancient power that, judging by the lack of care on and around the tree, had been forgotten by even the most diligent of pilgrims. With a bit of reverence, Sesshomaru brushed away some of the garbage that had collected over the years.

"Bokusenō." He watched for the folds in the bark to come to life at his bidding, but the old tree's eyes didn't open. Not a twitch or a hint of expression came forth.

Years ago, when Bokusenō wanted to vex the Demon Lord, he would pretend to be fast asleep when Sesshomaru came calling. But he couldn't ever hold perfectly still and keep back his laughter longer than the daiyokai would wait.

"Bokusenō my friend. Can you not hear me?"

The tree's features remained as still as stone.

Sesshomaru frowned. The tree could not be dead as a hum of life still came from within the ancient magnolia. But why would this aged spirit not awake? In all the years that Sesshomaru knew him, the great Bokusenō would never have allowed any impertinent visitors to deface his skin. The only reason that carving could have happened is if he couldn't have said anything at all.

Could this slumber be an enchanted one? Fingering the remaining cobwebs in his long tresses, Sesshomaru wondered if his own sleep had been just as deep.

* * *

><p>The next place that came to mind was the village InuYasha had settled in after the miko Kagome had domesticated the runt. Rin and her husband, Kohaku, had started their own family there too. Perhaps their children had left descendents who could fill him in. Edo wasn't too far off, anyway.<p>

From a tiny village struggling to survive attacks from yokai every other week, Edo had exploded in growth and density. While the shape of the land had remained similar to what he remembered, the humans had congregated in truly staggering numbers and erected edifices as far as the eye could see. It was like an entirely new forest of glass, metal and cement structures had completely taken over the natural one, and then some. To top off the oddity, according to the many street signs he caught sight of, the city had undergone a name change to Tokyo.

If it hadn't been for a shinto shrine and accompanying features surrounding one particular sacred tree, Sesshomaru never would have known where to start looking for the remains of Rin's village. He touched down before the tree that had kept his half-brother captive for 50 years. It still bore a scar from that time, but in the interim between then and now, the tree had been roped off with a sacred barrier.

The courtyard between the red torii at the top of the staircase and the residential (by the smell of it) two-story building had a certain serenity to it. Worshipers exited the shrine with a calm as they returned to the profane world below. Sacred energy sparked under the daiyokai's feet, but it acted as little more than an annoyance to him. Across the way, a shelter covered the bone-eaters well, protected with its own sutras and charms. Sesshomaru could sense something strange from that way.

"Excuse me." Sesshomaru turned to the young man that had interrupted his study of the area. Little more than 30 years of age, he had an air of humility and generosity about him. He'd attempted to tame his dark hair, but mostly failed to do so, and his wide brown eyes looked exactly like the miko's. A great-grandchild perhaps?

"Yes?" he replied.

"I couldn't help but notice that you look like a friend of mine. He went by the name of InuYasha."

An eyebrow raised, betraying his surprise in hearing the name. "What of it?"

"Forgive me," the man said, bowing. "I thought that you might know him. You seemed like him."

Sesshomaru turned his focus back to the tree. "I am nothing like my half-brother."

He could almost hear the man's mouth drop open. "Then … you must be Lord Sesshomaru!"

"You know of this Sesshomaru? How?"

"My sister, Kagome, when she traveled to the Feudal Era, she would tell us all about her adventures. It sounded like she'd walked straight into a fairy tale when she'd talk about fighting Naraku or that wind sorceress or the Band of Seven — well, you were there for that, weren't you."

Sesshomaru nodded once. "What do you mean by traveling to the Feudal Era?"

Seeing how many of the shrine's visitors were beginning to stare at the odd arrival, the man gestured toward the building behind him. "Why don't you come inside and I can tell you what I know. Mother would love to meet you and hear from one of Kagome's friends."

Instead of arguing that he would not describe the miko as a _friend_, Sesshomaru agreed and followed him inside his place of residence. The man introduced himself as Sōta Higurashi, the younger brother of Kagome and husband of — in his words — the most beautiful woman on the face of the planet, Hitori. The daiyokai noted evidence of two young children in toys strewn about the main room on the ground floor. Sōta invited Sesshomaru to have a seat at the dining table.

"I never thought we'd get to meet any of InuYasha's family," a kindly old woman said as she poured tea for him and Sōta. If her gray hair was held back in a bun instead of a mass of orderly curls, she would be the mirror image of Kagome when her skin had grown wrinkled and her joints had gotten stiff and painful to move. "You certainly favor each other. Same hair, eyes, jawline. Oh, but your ears — "

"Mother," Sōta scolded gently as he prevented her from invading Sesshomaru's personal space. Her fingers had gotten remarkably close to his pointed ears. "You're probably wondering how Kagome has family centuries after she should have been born."

Not quite the question he would have asked, but any information was valuable. "I did not know your sister, but it was known that InuYasha's miko was … strange."

"From the future," he clarified. "Kagome could travel through time via that well out back."

"The Bone Eater's Well," Sesshomaru said, taking a sip of green tea.

"That's the one. She'd just jump in and pop out 500 years earlier and vice versa."

If not for his perfect control over his emotions, the daiyokai probably would have choked and sputtered on his tea. Instead, his eyebrows furrowed intensely. "Half a millenia? Are you certain?" Could he really have been asleep so long?

Sōta shrugged. "InuYasha and Kagome were the only ones who could use the well to travel through time, so we don't know for sure exactly how far back she went, but everything fit with it being the Feudal Era. Hitomi calls it a stable time loop. But ever since Kagome went back to marry InuYasha, we haven't seen or heard from them since."

"I must know, Lord Sesshomaru," Mrs. Higurashi said, a pleading in her eyes. "Did they have children? What were they like?"

"Six," he replied. "Four sons, two daughters. I … had other matters to deal with at the time, so I did not get to know them as I should have. But I knew they were good, honorable children."

For a moment, Sesshomaru saw a green pasture filled with children running wild through the grass. Rin helping Kagome's daughters braid flower wreaths that they would force their younger brother to wear. InuYasha teaching his oldest two sons how to wield a katana, then ordering them to help gather firewood to help their mother prepare dinner. One boy scrawling pictures in the dirt as he loved to draw and paint on every surface he came across, much to his mother's consternation when he'd found her makeup and best kimono. Years later, the boys would find trades and leave to find masters to apprentice under. Kagome would complain about her house feeling emptier. InuYasha would find ways to travel the countryside hunting yokai and 'accidentally' running into his boys. Their oldest daughter, unwilling to ascribe to traditional gender roles, struck out on her own and wrangled Totosai into taking her on as his student. Sesshomaru only found out when he'd returned to the master swordsmith to repair cracks forming on Tenseiga.

He had so many images and memories he could never figure out how to put into verbal pictures.

With a sigh, Mrs. Higurashi smiled and thanked Sesshomaru with a pat on his hand for the tiny bit of information he could impart to her hungry heart. "Two of the boys and one of the girls shared their father's ears," he added. "Their oldest son had silver hair. They were … feisty."

"Serves that girl right," Mrs. Higurashi said with a laugh. "Now she can see what I put up with."

"Did they live well?" Sōta asked.

Sesshomaru nodded. "Quite well."

"It's weird to think that Kagome's long dead. We know she was happy, but we've missed her."

"Did _you_ ever find a special someone?" Mrs. Higurashi asked. "Kagome mentioned a girl. Rin, was it?"

"Rin only traveled with me for a short time. After I left her in the human village, she wed Kohaku and started a family."

"Oh, Sango's brother! That's wonderful."

Hopeless romantic, Sesshomaru thought with disgust. But he agreed with the sentiment and convinced himself — again — that he didn't care what Rin had done with her life. "Indeed."

Rin and Kohaku had their own children as well; two sons and three daughters. Every last one of them were talented demon slayers. Sesshomaru liked to think that the only reason that could be was thanks to the time both their parents accompanied him on his journeys. At the same time, he felt mildly annoyed that they made a living off of destroying his kind. Rin had grown into a sharp and savvy woman who could run not just a happy household, but a newly reorganized demon slaying village. Kohaku may have been the kind-hearted, soft spoken governor in his later years, but the growing community knew exactly where his wisdom and expertise stemmed from.

"So you've been a bachelor all these centuries?" The woman had pity in her voice. Pity he neither wanted nor needed.

These people really had no idea what legends and stories his life held. Legends were told of great heroes because they could never keep quiet when a crowd was near. Sesshomaru felt no need to brag. And fortunately, Kagome's family knew nothing of his utter failure and shame. They did not need to know, nor of his embarrassingly long slumber. "I have no need for such trivial things."

* * *

><p>Kagome's stories of his stony and silent nature helped Sesshomaru extract himself from further conversation. While Sōta and Mrs. Higurashi extended only the most courteous respect due to a Demon Lord of his nature, they were still humans that liked to pass time by talking and he tired of their company easily. That evening, he meditated under the Goshinboku, unwilling to part from this tie to the past so quickly.<p>

A daiyokai couldn't live in a shrine, however. That would defeat the purpose. But coming up with a reason to leave proved more difficult than he thought it would. Sesshomaru literally had no reason to exist.

Sōta emerged from the house with a small boy hanging over his arm who was giggling maniacally. "Ryuu refused to go to bed until he got to say goodnight to our visitor," he explained. "Okay, say goodnight to Sesshomaru-sama."

The boy reached so far out, crying, "Fluffy!" that he nearly fell out of his father's arms. Sesshomaru put out his hands instinctively and took Ryuu into his arms. Naturally, the boy curled up in his lap, playing with and petting his fur pelt. He'd finally been able to wash out the remains of the dirt and spiderwebs from his clothing thanks to the Higurashis' hospitality. Despite the boy's hyperactivity, he calmed down significantly in Sesshomaru's hold.

_How many years has it been since …_

"Do yokai still exist in this time?" Sesshomaru asked, getting his mind off the child.

"We get stories of ghosts every now and again," Sōta replied, "but no. Apart from that incident with the Noh mask that tried to eat me, and that time Kagome brought home those dried demons, we don't see yokai nowadays. I don't think anyone believes in them anymore."

"What of spirits and kami?"

"Losing worshippers and pilgrims, but every religion around the world is losing followers."

"Have you seen them?"

"Not personally. It seems like Kagome saw stuff like that all the time in the Feudal Era. But then she was a better miko than I am a priest. What happened to the yokai?"

Ryuu's face fell, his head leaning into the fur pelt. Sesshomaru began to rock the child. "I don't know. I suspect that many of them died."

"I hope not. I hope they're just in hiding. This place wouldn't be very interesting if we didn't have yokai like you."

"There have never been yokai like me," he replied sharply.

"Sorry. Of course not." The man had admirable humility and the ability to suffer egos with dignity. "I'm curious and have to ask, what have you been doing for the last few centuries?"

"Nothing that concerns you."

"I see. It's just that if you're alive, it seems like InuYasha might be too. Do you know what happened to him?"

He wanted to growl at Sōta's increasingly prying questions, but the sound would have disturbed the child. "He died nobly in the field of battle, defending his home and family from —"

Sesshomaru stopped as a scent so faint he nearly missed it, drifted by on the air. He knew it almost immediately. On the shoreline, the grave robber was bleeding. Not only did he finally have a lead on finding his father's sword, this gave him the perfect reason to leave the shrine.

Handing the now sleeping boy back to Sōta, the daiyokai got back to his feet. "Thank you for your hospitality, Higurashi. There is something I must attend to."


End file.
